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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE following Poems were in the Preſs, 
and the latter part of the proof ſheets in the hands of 
the Author, when it pleaſed God to remove him ſud- 
denly from all his earthly concerns. His ſurviving 
Friends have judged it adviſable to carry his defign 
into execution. The Reader, it is hoped, will form a 
candid judgment of this his firſt and laſt production. 
Whatever may be thought of his Poetry, the Author 
will be remembered by all who knew him, as a Man 
of ſuperior talents, & Soldier of undaunted courage, 
and a Gentleman of unbounded liberality. 


LRICESTER, 
Audusr 18, 1707. 
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— — 


THE AUTHOR of theſe trifling 
Pieces has been in the habit, from his earlieſt years, 
of writing Verſes for his own amuſement or that of 
his Friends, without the leaſt intention of publiſh- 
ing ; of ſome he has preſerved copies, but in general 
they were deſtroyed. He is now induced, by rea- 
ſons, which are of no conſequence to the Public, to 
offer the following to their peruſal, very doubtful 
whether they have merit enough to divert an idle 
hour, and conſcious that they have a thouſand im- 
perfections. | | 
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FIRST FLIGHTS. 


ON 
THE AUTHOR'S GUN MISSING FIRE 
„ 


BLACK-BIRD. 


EL1ZA oft forbade in vain 

The cruel pleaſures of the plain; 
Palemon his allegiance broke, 
And till purſued the feather d folk. 


One day—('twas when the froſt had bound 
In adamantine chains the ground, | 
And to the ſearching bill denied 
The hoard, which better days ſupplied;) 


Shrewdly ſuſpecting his intent, 
She call'd a Sylph, before he went; 
Bade him Palemon's ſteps purſue; 
Who quickly on his ſhoulder flew. - 


1 
Oer hills and vales, through briers and brambles, 
Not dreaming of a ſpy, he rambles. 
At field-fares firſt, (an humble game) 
The bloody monſter took his aim; 


Next larks, a num'rous tuneful choir, 
Their ſouls in little ſighs expire. 
But for a lucky lack of ſkill, 
The wretch had done more miſchief ſtill; 


But Heaven that {kill in part refus d, 

Which it foreſaw would be abus'd. 
Now from the Sylph's pathetic ſoul 
The little tears began to roll. 


He wept at what he had to tell, 
So much he wiſh'd Palemon well. 
At length Eliza's fav'rite bird, 
Of all the ſinging tribes preferr d, 


Sat in the way, in penſive Kate, | 
Muſing upon his wretched fate. 

Palemon's eager eye was ſet 

Full on the bird of gloſly jet; 


i 
The little Sylph now ſobb'd and wept, 
At length upon the gun he lept, 
And as Palemon drew the ſpring, 
Shpp'd in the pan his filmy wing: 


The bird eſcap'd—Palemon griev'd; 

The Sylph's glad breaſt with rapture heav'd, 
To think that at return of ſpring, 

Eliza's bird again would ſing. 
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( 10.) 
WRITTEN IN A POST-CHAISE 


ON RETURNING FROM 


SCOTLAND. 


LET others tell th' important tale 
Of cities and of men, 

Whilſt I deſcribe the lonely vale 
Where humble Shepherds dwell. 


Their's be Ambition's lofty theme, » 
Their's feats of arts and arms, 

WhilR, tracing ſome inglorious ſtream, 
I ſing pure Nature's charms. 


To heights like their's, my timid Muſe 
Shall not preſume to ſoar ; 

Nature's chaſte volume ſhe'll peruſe, 
Replete with virtuous lore. 


When ſhe beholds the mountain's top 
Rock on the tempeſt's rage, 


She'll bid Ambition's madman ſtop, 


Nor with ſuch ſtorms engage. 


660 
She'll bid him view the gentle rill 
Glide through the craggy glen, 
And learn that equal virtue ftill, 
Beſt clears the rocks of men. 


10 


MISS SUSANNA WATTS, 


THE ELEGANT 


TRANSLATOR OF TASSO. 


IN leafy pride you've ſeen the verdant boughs 
Spread o'er the pathway and obſcure the day, 


Whilſt the lone lilly melancholy grows 
Beneath the ſhade, without one cheering ray. 


1n vain the pride of all the wood ſhe blooms, 
No penſive wanderer beholds how fair : 

In vain the envious thicket ſhe perfumes, 
And waſtes her fragrance on the deſert air,” 


So, lovely Maid, the ſhades of chill neglect 
Obſcure your modeſt worth in this retreat, 

Where you Bæotian dulneſs muſt expect, 

And ſigh in vain reſponſive ſouls to meet. 


* Leiceſter. 


4 


ON A CAVE 


CALLED 


BLACK ANNIS'S BOWER, 


BEING AN ANSWER TO A VERY YOUNG LADY'S ENQUIRIES ABOUT 


THE STORY OF BLACK ANNIS. 


WHERE down the plain the winding pathway falls, 
From Glenn-field vill, to Leſter's ancient walls, 
Nature, or Art, with imitative power, 

Far in the Glenn has plac'd Black Annis' Bower. 


An oak, the pride of all the moſſy dell, 

| Spreads his broad arms above the ſtony cell; 
And many a buſh, with hoſtile thorns array'd, 
Forbids the ſecret cavern to invade ; 

Whilſt delving vales each way meander round, 
And violet banks with redolence abound. 


Here, if the uncouth ſong of former days, 
Soil not the page with Falſchood's artful lays, 
Black Annis held her ſolitary reign, 


The dread and wonder of the neighb'ring plain. 
D 


i 


( 14 ) a 
The Shepherd griev'd to view his waning flock, 
And trac'd the firſtlings to the gloomy rock. 
No vagrant children cull d the flowerets then, 
For infant blood oft ſtain d the gory den. 
Not Sparta's Mount“ for infant tears renown'd, 
Echo'd more frequently the piteous ſound. 
Oft the gaunt Maid the frantic Mother curs'd, 
Whom Britain's wolf with ſavage nipple nurs'd ; 
Whilſt Leſter's ſons beheld aghaſt the ſcene, 
Nor dar'd to meet the Monſter of the Green. 


Tis ſaid the foul of mortal man recoil'd 
To view Black Annis' eye, ſo fierce and wild ; 
Vaſt talons, foul with human fleſh, there grew 
In place of hands, and ſeatures livid blue 
Glar'd in her viſage; whilſt her obſcene waiſt, 


Warm ſkins of human victims cloſe embrac'd. 


But Time, than Man more certain, tho' more ſlow, 


At length 'gainſt Annis drew his ſable bow ; 
The great decree the pious Shepherds bleſs'd, 
And general joy the general fear confeſs'd. 


* Mount Taygetus, in a cavern near to which it was the Lacedcemonian 
cuſtom to expoſe deformed and weakly children to periſh. 


( 15 ) 

Not without horror they the cave ſurvey, 
Where hung the monſtrous trophies of her ſway : 
"Tis faid, that in the rock large rooms were found, 
Scoop'd with her claws beneath the flinty ground ; 
In theſe the Swains her hated body threw 
But left the entrance ſtill to future view, 

That children's children might the tale rehearſe, 
And Bards record it in their tuneful verſe. 


But in theſe liſtleſs days, the idle Bard 
Gives to the winds all themes of old regard; 
Forgive, then, if in rough, unpoliſh'd ſong, 
An unſkill'd Swain the dying tale prolong. 


And you, ye Fair, whom Nature's ſcenes delight, 
If Annis' Bower your vagrant ſteps invite, 
E'er the bright fun Aurora's car ſucceed, 
Or dewy evening quench the thirſty mead, 
Forbear with chilling cenſures to refuſe 
Some gen'rous tribute to the ruſtic Muſe. 
A violet, or common daiſy throw, | 
Such gifts as Maro's lovely nymphs beſtow ; 
Then ſhall your Bard ſurvive the Critic's frown, 
And in your ſmiles enjoy his beſt renown. 


(1) 


WRITTEN 
ON AN EARLY AND UNSUCCESSFUL ATTACHMENT. 


TO MIRA. 


= THY luckleſs Bard no Heav'n born Muſe inſpires, 
He feels no influence but conſuming fires. 
Palemon's reed no power celeſtial lent, 
The green hair'd Wood-nymph only hears his plaint. 
Tis Love that tunes his pipe and aids his ſong, 

And ſure to Love melodious ſtrains belong. 


Oft has his ſtep diſturb'd the ſilent ſhade, 

And through the woods in penſive anguiſh ſtray d; 
The deep receſs oft liſtens to his lay, 

Whilſt the broad wave reflects departing day. 


The town's enchanting ſcenes no more invite, 
The ſprightly muſick welcomes not the night. 
If in the dance he ftrive to loſe his pain, 
| His Mira's image fires his madd'ning brain; 
And whilſt Remembrance, with officious care, 
Points where ſhe mov'd, the * faireſt of the fair, 


C03 
Where once her willing hand would bleſs the Swain, 
His fainting limbs their burthen ſcarce ſuſtain. | 


Tho the unmanly tear bedew his eye, 
And from his breaſt eſcape the rebel ſigh ; 
- Tho' to the deſert rock he love to bear 
The plaintive accents of his deep deſpair; 
Tho' pining Diſcontent his ſteps purſue, 
And laſt Deſpair o'ertake in ſable hue; 
Tho' not one cheering Hope illume his breaſt, 
Nor one ſoft, pleaſing languor ſooth his reſt ; 
(Such Hope as firſt betray'd his eaſy ſoul, 
Tranſporting wiſhes which his Fancy ſtole;) 
| Tho' doom d to droop—tho' loſt to every joy, 
Still do his chains delight the ſenſeleſs boy: 
For to his breaſt, which unknown conflicts tear, 
Deſpair of love, has taught to love deſpair. 


WE 


ON 


THE MINISTERIAL COALITION 


BETWEEN 


LORD NORTH AND MR. FOX. 


WHEN from the North the filent Gaul 

Approach'd the proud imperial wall, 
And made Rome's turrets quake, 

A noted patriotic Gander, 

Of Tyber's noiſy flocks commander, 

Contriv'd the guard to wake. 


Such filly birds in modern day, 
To fright our much worſe foe away, 
The Northern Monſter mocks; 
Fell Ruin on his meaſures waits; 
And leſt ſome Gooſe ſhould thwart the Fates, 
They've furniſh'd him a Fox. 


f oN 
MR. FOX COMING INTO ADMINISTRATION. 


NEWMARKET, JANUARY 16, 1783. 


„HED a Peace in his pocket,” fly Reynard averr d, 
And came into place on the ſtrength of his word; 
But the knowing ones here were ſo wicked to mock it, 
And fware that he had not a piece in his pocket. 
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( 20 ) 


A LOVE ELEGY. 


WHEN the black ſtorm collected frowns 
Upon the mountain's brow, 
And the big agitated waves 
Swell from the deeps below; 


When, ſweeping o'er the foreſt, drives 
The chill and piercing rain, 
And ſhivering in the gelid lawn, 


You view your cheerleſs Swain; 


Then let one diſobedient thought, 


To dove-eyed Pity due : 
Glance on a Wretch, whoſe throbbing heart 
Would pour its blood for you. 


Compar'd with his deſponding breaſt, 


Which jarring tumults fill, 


The ſwelling waves ſerenely reſt, 


And bluſtering winds are ſtill. 


( 21 ) 


_ LINES 
ADDRESSED TO A LADY 


WHO REQUESTED THE AUTHOR TO WRITE SOME VERSES UPON HER. 


WHEN you compel the bird of night 
To view the fun with eagle's eye, 
Or with his bold undaunted flight 
To penetrate the noon-day ſky; 


Then under the ſame ſoft controul, 
In poliſh'd ſtrains ['ll learn to trace, 
The countleſs virtues of thy ſoul, 
The countleſs beauties of thy face. 
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ON A REPETITION OF THE REQUEST 
FROM THE SAME LADY, 


WHEN THE AUTHOR WAS IN CAMP. 


| FAR from the Soldier's noiſy arms : 
l | The Muſes take their flight, 
{i By their own ſprings their native charms 
| | Deep in the myrtle groves they firay, 
| The favour'd Youth there tunes his lay 
8 1 And gains che Poet's prize. 


But ah! how vain in tented fields 
To woo the timid Maid, 

Who only in retirement yields, 
Of martial ſounds afraid. 


(=) 


IMITATION OF CATULLUS. 


UT FLOS IN SEPTIS SECRETUS NASCITUR HORTIS, &c. 


WHEN firſt the Sun's meridian glow 
Diſſolves the banks of ling ring ſnow, 
Beneath the kind protecting thorn | 
The lily of the vale is born. 

The gentle airs, the vernal ſhowers, 

And the warm Sun's enliv'ning powers, 
Soon from the low ſequeſter'd bed 

Raiſe up the modeſt ſtranger's head, 

Where no rude plough ſhall bruiſe the root, 
Nor heedleſs ruſtic's aukward foot. 

How many a Maid with gliſt'ning eyes 
Delights to view the little prize 
But if, in an unlucky hour, 

Some truant crop the lovely flower, 
Its purity and odours o'er, 
The lovely flower delights no more. 

To you, ye Maids, theſe humble lines belong, 

Ye are the lilies of my artleſs ſong. 8 


( 24 ) 


A WINTER EVENING. 


THE ſtorm blew loud, the night was bleak, 
The fire-light blaz d againſt the wall, 


The lazy cat, ſo clean and ſleek, 


Started to hear the hail-ſtones fall. 


The ſocial kettle ceaſcleſs ſang, 
And ſparkling negus gave or tea; 


| Whilſt the rude angry welkin rang, 


And beat the roof inceſſantly. 


Louder the tempeſt howls; and oaks 
Reluctant bend their ſtubborn heads; 

The lonely cottage hears the brooks 
Chiding along their ſtony beds. 


Alone, and penſively inclin'd, 
One idle hand my head ſuſtain d, 
Whilſt thus my ruminating mind 
Viſions of future pleaſure feign'd. - 


( 2s ) | 
In ſenſeleſs ſolitude immur'd, 
I curs'd my folly and my fate; 
Soft wiſhes now my ſoul allur'd 
To try the matrimonial ſtate. 


How bleſt (my buſy thought would paint) 
Could I to the dear fair one turn, 
Suſtain her trembling limbs fo faint, 
And for each ſigh a ſigh return. 


And when her tears begin to flow, 
Her ſnowy breaſt with ſorrow heave; 
| How bleſt to ſooth her penſive woe, 
And kiſs away her riſing grief. 


But here the difficulty roſe, 
This female paragon to find; 

O Nancy! thou canſt ſooth my woes, 
And calm my agitated mind. 


Come then, now Winter's ſtorms appear; 
And to theſe circling arms retire, | 
The melancholy moments cheer, 
And ſhare with me the blazing fire. 
If Nancy's love but bleſs my happy lot, 
The ſtorm in vain may whiſtle round my cot. 
G 
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( 26 ) 


SENT TO A LADY 
ADDICTED TO FASHIONABLE HOURS, 
WITH A VIOLET. 


DID you but know, when bath'd in dew, 
How ſweet this little Violet grew, 
Amidſt the thorny brake; 
How fragrant blew the ambient air, 
O'er beds of primroſes ſo fair, 

Your pillow you'd forſake. _ 


Paler than the autumnal leaf, 

Or the wan hue of pining grief, 
The cheek of ſloth ſhall grow; 

Nor can coſmetic waſh or ball, 

Nature's own fav'rite tints recal, 
If once you let them go. 


(m2) 


IRREGULAR THOUGHTS 


ON 


AN EVENING IN AUTUMN. 


NOW in the peopled ſhades the buzzing race 
Aſſault with puny wing the wand'rer's face, 
Whoſe penſive ſoul Urania has won, 

With vagrant ſtep, the beaten track to ſhun, 

: In filent vales to woo the timid maid, 

Of groſs unfeeling multitudes afraid. 

There to indulge the-melancholy ſigh ; 5 

To view unreal ſcenes in Fancy's eye; 

There to contemplate the beheſts of Fate, 

And think with pity on the wretched Great. 
Unſeen thro' Fancy's wildeſt fields to rove, 

And hold ſweet converſe with the realms above ; 
Then whilft his thoughts with Heaven's own ardours glow, 
Return to all the Charities below. 


Now falling dews allay the burning heat, 
And to the woods the rooky tribes retreat ; 


( 28 ) 


The leſſer race attune from ſpray to ſpray 


Their vocal farewel to the cloſing day ; 

The black bird from yon lonely avenue 

Sounds blithly o'er the hills his loud adieu; 

The airy clouds, which ſkim along the ſky, 
Diſplay a thouſand tints as on they fly, 

And lo! the ſilent Moon aſſumes her reign, 
Paler and paler grows the heavenly plain; 

Now hills, and vales, and ſpreading oaks, array'd 
In deeper brown, wear one extenſive ſhade. 


As, in the ſplendor of the Indies dreſt, 
Unnumber'd brilliants beaming from her veſt, 
The Deſpot's fav'rite moves in caſtern pride, 
Whilſt double rows of bowing ſlaves divide; 
So the full orb'd autumnal Moon diſplays 
The borrow'd luſtre of the ſolar rays, 

And as ſhe darts around her mimic fire, 

The paſſing clouds obſequiouſly retire. 

Faint o'er the hawthorn top ſhe ſeem'd to riſe, 
But now triumphant gains the middle ſkies. 


CW 3. 


TO ELIZA. 


A LOVE ELEGY. 


WHENCE this ſuffuſion of my fever d check ? 
What means this throbbing of the conſcious heart? 
A fecial refuge once it us d to ſeek, 
And all its cares and fears would once impart. 


Why then this ſtrange reſerve within my breaſt ? 
This quick tranſition of my buſy thought ? 
Tumults, that mildly ſhun the approach of reſt, 
And dread the cure which minds at eaſe have taught. 


In what receſs ſhall anxious Friendſhip find 
The plant, whoſe latent juices yet unknown, 

Can ſteal the anguiſh from the burning mind, 
And Love's meridian Tyranny dethrone ? 


O, that the Muſe who nurs'd young Hammond's love, 
And bade his Delia ſooth th' ingenuous youth, 
My Betſey's ſympathetic heart would move, 
To own a Friend of no inferior truth, 
H 


(50 ) 
What madneſs will not frenzy'd Love inſpire ? 
Wbat will the raving Maniac refuſe ? 
His untaught hands will rudely ſnatch the Lyre, 
And ſweep the ſtrings before the angry Muſe. 


Preſumptuous fool, to hope th' untutor'd ſong 
Might wake attention in her poliſh'd breaſt, 
To whom the Muſes choiceſt gifts belong, 
In Fancy's brighteſt elegancy dreſt. 


Forgive, ſweet Maid, forgive the bold approach, 
Which o'er ſtern cuſtom's frowning barrier bounds ; 
Believe me thus wnuſher'd to approach, 
Thy **##*###'s not unfeeling boſom wounds. 


But far begone deluſive Fancy's aid, 
Fair None fawn; the rhetorie-of ven 
Come Truth, inſpire my breaſt, thou ſacred Maid 
For once a real paſſion to rehearſe. 


| Wilt thou from Faſhion's atheiſt ſcenes. retire, 
To ſeck the God and Father of mankind ? 
Oh! may that God with every grace inſpire, 

And fill with peaceful joys thy happy mind. 


n 
With me, dear girl, anticipate the ſcene 
When this moſt hallow'd ſeaſom ſhall return, 
Nor find us rich, nor poor, but juſt between, 
So near to each ſome wholeſome truth to learn. 


When the loſt Traveller upon the plain 

Endures December's fierceſt wind and ſtorm, 
Shiv'ring amidſt the quick-deſcending rain, 

Far from the hearths which blazing faggots warm; 


Then ſhall we feel our grateful hearts expand, 
And with the few within our humble gate, 

Will join in praiſe to Him whoſe bountcous hand, 
Has bleſs'd with ſocial good our milder fate. 


But Betſey the unreal ſcene diſdains, 

Mocks the romantic fervors of my ſoul ; 

Ah! ceaſe to trifle with my tears and pains, 
Ceaſe to inſult them as they ſilent roll. 


Yet, ſure no Stoic pride infeſts that breaſt, 
Where all the Chriſtian Charities abound ; 
O let my aching heart return to reſt. 
And Love with generous ſympathy be crown'd. 
* Chriſtmas. 
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( 82 ) 


TO THE SYMPATHETIC. 


AN AFRICAN PICTURE. 


YE feel for others woes—thrice honour'd few, 
Yours are the ſwelling heart, the anxious ſigh, 

Diſtreſs can bare her bleeding breaſt to you, 
To you ſhe dares to lift her ſtreaming eye. 


View, if your aching eyes can view, yon pair, 


The piercing groans of real anguiſh hear, 


Behold the ſwarthy Chieftain's fix'd deſpair, 


Behold her eye diſtil the rapid tear. 


« Take then my freedom, take my worthleſs life, 
From Europe's Sons to cheriſh hope were vain, 

But ſpare my Children, ſpare my frantic Wife. 
Ah no! behold they clinch the double chain. 


That manly heart muſt learn no more to heave 


For her who kindly ſooth'd in every care ; 


Her ſympathizing heart muſt ceaſe to grieve 


When the keen laſh his quiv'ring fleſh ſhall tear. 


( 33 ) 
Let money-loving Monſters view the ſcene, 
And graſp their ſtores with baſe inhuman joy; 
Let Stateſmen join the guilty bands to ſcreen, 
And boaſt the marble figure e er they die d. 


But you, whoſe hearts no ſordid paſſions ſway, 
To whom Man's ſacred Liberties are dear, 
| Freedom's firm dictates ſteadily obey, 
And Vice ſhall tremble in her bold career. 


* It is intimated here, that they are already as cold and as hard as the buſts 
which will be erected to their memory after they are dead. 
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TO MISS LINWOOD, 
ON HER EXHIBITION OF NEEDLE-WORK. 


WHEN erſt the wiſe Tritonian Maid 
Would prove Arachne's fame, 

In meaneſt earthly weeds array'd, 
From Heaven's heights ſhe came. 


— — 


The Lydian Girl, with conſcious pride 
And fulſome praiſes vain, 

The Goddeſs at her loom defy'd, 
With inſolent diſdain. 
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Then o'er the web ſhe nimbly ſpread 
A Bull in luſty glee, *. 
Lifting his lofty branching head 
Above the foaming ſea. 


Her ſwift creative needle next 
Upon his back diſplay d, 

Amaz'd, diſtracted, and perplext, 
Agenor's lovely maid. 
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But ſoon the angry Goddeſs caught 
The needle from her hand; 

Cities, and Seas, and Gods ſhe wrought, 
All roſe at her command. 


Till o'er her face a ſudden ray 
Of ſtern contempt aroſe, 
And conqueſt fully to diſplay, 

A filly fly ſhe choſe. 


Quick from the obedient canvaſs grew, 
Amidſt an olive's ſhade, 

A Butterfly with every hue, 
And lovelieſt form array d. 


Arachne, ſwoll'n with rancorous hate 
Beheld the growing loom, 

Till angry Pallas bade her ſtraight 
The Spider's ſhape aſſume. 


Would but the brain- born Goddeſs ſtrive 
Once more with mortal Maids, 
Linwood's ſuperior {kill would drive 
Her down to Envy's ſhades. 
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But never more the ſpear and ſhield | 


Minerva means to 


it, 


ſtill may wield, 


Tho' overmatch'd in 
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( 37 ) 


RETIREMENT IN WINTER. 


HOWL on ye winds that rudely hurl 
The ſtorm about my cot, 

I'll cloſer preſs my lovely girl, 

And bleſs my happy lot. 


Though you unroof our little ſhed, 
III fold her from your rage, 

Whilſt Love, the guardian of our bed, 

| Shall all your force aſſuage. 


I'll tell her fiercer ſtorms ſhall rend 
The proud ambitious Great, | 

Whoſe lofty heads muſt learn to bend 
Amidſt the pomp of ſtate. 


We'll envy not the rich, my girl, 
The proud, the great, the gay ; 
But learn to live, and love as well 
Nay, better far than they. 
| K 
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Richer than theirs our hearts ſhall be, 


And purer far our bliſs; 

Then let the great ones envy me, 
When thoſe ſweet lips I kiſs. 
Content and peace ſhall bleſs it, 

And if ſuch joy no rank afford, 
Why let the lordling gueſs 1 


Though mutual toil muſt ſpread our board, 
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( 39 ) 


IN ANSWER TO AN ANACREONTIC. 


IMPROMPTU. 


STAIN to the brim the ſpacious bowl, 
And let the poiſon ſwell the ſoul ; 
Preſs, preſs the bleeding grape again, 
Till Reaſon quit thy giddy brain ; 
Then call it Jollity, and think | 
That Honour waits you whilſt you drink; | 5 | 
Aſk friendſhip from the ſcoundrel vile, 

And fancy love when harlots ſmile, 


But hope not in thy narrow mind 
Great Love will ever be confined ; 
The gentle paſſion will retire 

With thoſe who own its genuine fire: „ 
In Betſey's lovely breaſt he'll meet | | 
An elegant and ſoft retreat, | | 
There will I ſeek him out, and prove 
True joys alone belong to Love. 


* 
—— —— —— — — 
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TO MARCH. © 


THY younger Siſter's conſtant tears 

Invite the Poet's lyre, 

And laughing May, when ſhe appears, 
Shall raiſe the rapture higher. 


But let the gaudy Tulip gain 
- The loftier Poet's verſe; | 
For once, will I, an untaught Swain, 

Thy paler ſweets rehearſe. 


The full-blown beauties of the year 
To courtly ſtrains belong; 

But when thy modeſt buds appear, 
They claim the rural ſong. 


Let the Auricula and Roſe, 

On May's warm breaſt be ſet, 
The opening Thorns for me diſcloſe 
Thy ſweeter Violet. 


( 41 ) 
No raging Sun's tyrannic fire 
Forbids my wand'ring feet 
To ſearch, with friendly Muſe and Lyre, 
Thy Primroſes' retreat. | 


Ah! would my lov'd Eliza deign 
To take my eager hand; | 

Thy Bard, dear March, would ne er complain 
At ſterneſt Fate's command. 


How gaily then my ſong ſhould riſc, 
Amidft thy infant grove; 

Then gazing on Eliza's eyes, 
How ſoftly change to love ! 
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TO THE AUTHOR OF SOME LINES 


INJURIOUS TO 

A YOUNG LADY's CHARACTER. 
ol Muſe inſpires thy miſerable lays ? 
Some Fury dictates, and the Wretch obeys : 
Did ever Helicon's ſweet ſtream diſtil 
Such gall as flows from thy unmanly quill ? 
Did e' er Parnaſſus Virgins lend their aid 

To wound the honour of a gentle maid ? 
|  AleRto teaches the baſe Bard to ſing, 

Like her own ſnakes at once to hiſs and ſting, 
O, would Apollo's ſelf inſpire ſome curſe 
Due to the rhyming Monſter and his Verſe ! 
At leaſt this one, ye injur'd Fair, beſtow, 
No Virgin but the Fury let him know. 
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TO A FRIEND. 


FLY Betſey, fly the monſtrous ſcene, 
Where Faſhion, and where Folly dwell, 

Let others take the noiſy Town, 

Be our's the oak emboſom'd cell. 


Falſchood and ſcandal, ſtrife and noiſe, 
And dreſs, employ their fey'riſh hours: 

Whilſt we, dear girl, ſeek real joys 
Amidſt our ſtill, inglorious bowers. 


Their midnight ſeenes of fleepleſs glare, 
The ſame dull riot ſhall attend, 
Eaſe form'd by rule is ever there, 
Nor dares th' ingenuous ſoul unbend ; 


Whilſt our congenial hearts ſhall breathe 
Unfetter'd ſentiments alone, 


Free as the zephyrs on the heath, 
No other Lord than theirs we own. 


( 44 ) : 
Indulgent Nature loves to bleſs = 
All who obey her mild controul ; 
With laviſh change our hills ſhe'll dreſs, 


As on the various ſeaſons roll. 


The woodlands now in leafy pride 
Their fulleſt honours far diſplay, 
To-morrow ſee them ſcatter'd wide 

| Before the ſtorm's reſiſtleſs ſway. - 


And can pale Autumn's fickly reign, 
No moralizing ſermon preach? 
Not e'en a leaf ſhall fall in vain, 
But ſome important truth ſhall teach. 


We'll learn e' er that dread ftorm ſhall riſe, 


Which wrecks with umverſal ſway, 
Our great, our glorious Friend to prize, 
Who brings the ſpring of endleſs day. 


6. 


ON 
THE CHURCH BELLS 


RINGING ON ACCOUNT OF A REVOLUTION CLUB DINNER. 


HOW oft, O ye Bells, have I liſten'd at eve, 
Whilſt the Soar has conducted your ſound ? 

To my infidel heart you have whiſper'd © believe,” 

And peace from your counſels I've found. 


Then gentle and penſive you flow'd with the gale, 
You promis'd kind things to the poor; | 

You told the afflicted his Lord would prevail, 
And bade him with patience endure : | 


Ye filver-tongued hypocrites, now ye can join 
With vanity, faction and noiſe; 

You now can invite us to riot and wine, 
Though you then call'd to heavenly joys. 


Your religion is fix'd to your clappers.alotie, 
You ring changes as beſt ſuits the people ; 
Ah! would from my heart it could fairly be ſhewn 
Every Bell was confin'd to the ſteeple. 
M 
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A PRAYER. 


WHEN Fiends-without attack my peace, 
And treacherous ſelf betrays within, 
| Then, Jzsv, then thy aid increaſe, 
And triumph o'er the riſing ſin. 


Why ſhould I fear ten thouſand foes 
With ſoul-aftlicting powers array d? 
Amidſt them all I'll ſeek repoſe, 

If thou but ſay « be not diſmay d. 


But if ſecure my fears 1 huſh, 

And in my ſtrength the Foe defy, 

O, weaker than the bending ruſh, 
Amidſt ſatanic ſhouts 1 die. 


x | Then on Thy arm let me depend, 

l "20D : And never, never quit thy ſide, 

"oF | My God, my Saviour, and my Friend, 
My tender Shepherd and my Guide. 
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ON THE RETURN 


oF 


THE SABBATH. 


THE heavy yoke which late he bore, 
The frolic ſteed diſdains; 

And ſpurning at his priſon door, 
Now ſeeks the airy plains. 


Stern Man, unknowing to relent, 
Would evermore moleſt, 

But God, more merciful, has ſent 
A day of needful reſt. 


When erſt the plaſtic fiat ceas'd, 
The Almighty bleſs'd the day; 

Reſt was the boon to every beaſt, 
And Man was taught to pray. 


F'er yet the loit'ring morn began, 
To deal her purple rays, 
The early Chriſtian (honour d Man) 
Had tun'd his Saviour's praiſe. 


G 
But ah ! my ſluggard ſoul, how weak 
Thy ſin- fraught duties riſe? 
Can e' er ſuch feeble efforts ſeck 
To reach thy Father's ſkies? 


The active Sun, with burning wheel, 
Has climb'd the higheſt non. 
Ere thou, my Soul, with meaner zeal, 
Thy race haſt yet begun. 411958 


Soon as again the heaven-bade gueſt 
His weekly viſit pays, 

Ten thouſand bended knees attefl 
The great Redeemer's praiſe. | 


Ten thouſand thouſand tongues agree 
In glorious accord, | 

In notes ſpontaneous and free, 
To Heaven's Eternal Lord. 


Then rouſe, my Soul, no longer droop, 
Tho' great thy fins and ſtrong, 

Our condeſcending God will ſtoop 
To looſe thy fault ring tongue. 


( 49 ) 
He who their animated trains 
Taught nobler praiſe to reach, 
Deigns, with amazing mercy deigns, 
The ſimpleſt heart to teach, 


( 50 ) 


A MEDICINE 


THE WOE BEGONE. 


WHEN within doors the glowing ember, 
Without, the winds proclaim December ; 
When wretched cattle onthe plain 

For food and ſhelter moan in vain; 
When ſheep, by falling ſnow more white, 
On the bleak heath ſuſtain the night ; 

| When travellers benighted ſtray, 

And wiſh in vain the ling'ring day; 
When ſhips are founder'd on the waves, 
And goblins quit unhallow'd graves : 

On ſuch diſtemper'd witching nights, 
Hail'd but by murderers and ſprites ; 
When Nature kindly chains the ponds 
In Winter's adamantine bonds, 

To fave the victims of Deſpair ; 

I'Il teach you how to baniſh Care. 


Stir up the fire, and cloſe the door, 
And light a pair of candles more ; 
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Send for a few true hearted ſouls, 
Who love their girls, their friends, and bowls ; 
Then ſearch your treaſures under ground, 
Until the oldeſt wine be found ; 
Air your decanters till the wine 
Shall like the ſparkling ruby ſhine ; 
Thus you'll the tyrant Care dethrone, 
And make an evening of your own. 
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A RAINY DAY. 


THE murky Clouds, too heavy grown, 


By ſluggiſh Winds to be o'er-blown, 
The Hills incumbent preſs d; 

The ſickly Sun forgot to riſe, 

And night uſurp'd the vacant ſkies, 
Without her ſtarry veſt. 


Shadows o erſpread the gloomy plain, 

And thick and heavy fell the Rain, 
And Silence held her ſway : 

Save when the hollow ſouth-weſt ſtirr'd, 


The ſhrieking ale-houſe ſign was heard 
To chide the ſullen day. 


Then in this weather-govern'd Iſle 


No Engliſhman was ſeen to ſmile, 


For darkneſs rul'd the Land. 
Not half their incantations o'er, 


Magicians wonder'd at the power 


That waited their command, 


( 33 ) 
By Fantaſy's diſorder d thought, 
The melancholy Crowd were taught 
Of Ruin's haggard reign, 
Sheridan, Bedford, and the reſt, 
Approaching Penury confeſs d, 
And zealouſly complain. 


They view'd the Bank with ſad diſmay, 
Deſtroy'd like David's verdant bay, 
And begg'd that Mr. Fox 
At length might try his ſaving hand, 
If yet he might redeem the land, 
And fill each empty box. 


The potent ſpell ſtill ſtronger grew, 

And Fame her boding trumpet blew 
With notes of direſt ſound : 

Now blood-ſtain'd Gallia's meagre hoſt 

Had ſeiz d the unreſiſting Coaſt, 

And Murder ſtalk'd around. 


But ſoon th' obedient clouds retire 
Before the Sun's meridian fire, 
The day grew calm and mild; 
Oo 
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| The idle ſpell now loſt its power, 
And flow and gentle fell the ſhower, 

And the blue welkin ſmiled. 


Hardly can Fox a bluſh reſtrain, 
Whilſt laughing Plenty crowns the plain, 
And ftreams of commerce glide : 
And manly ſcorn begins to break 
From Britain's weather-beaten cheek, 
And every foe's defy'd. 


Now let the haughty Spaniards own 
What fate attends on Britain's frown, 
When J ervis deals the blow; 
Let them in fault'ring accents tell 
What late their bulky pride befel, 
And drop their colours low. 


Or thou, heroic Son of F ame, 

In modeſt tidings ſhalt proclaim 
Our hardy Seamen's feats; 
How Nelſon, bold and gallant Tar, 

Suſtain d alone unequal war, 
Amidit th' embattled Fleets. 
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But ceaſe, my Muſe, a taſk fo vain, 
In feeble and untutor'd ſtrain 
Such godlike deeds to ſing: 
Rouze, ye who feel a nobler fire, 
And ſeize the bold heroic lyre, 
And ſtrike the loudeſt ſtring, 
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A PARLIAMENTARY DEBATE. 


= A WEALTHY old Curmudgeon lately fat 

— To hear our ſapient Lawgivers debate; 

And much he ſtared, and much he frown'd to hear 
His ruin paſt redemption prov'd ſo clear. 

Whilſt Sheridan deſerib'd th' inſolvent Bank, 

His thirſty ears the dark deluſion drank. | 
„Trade was no more“ - that he thought ſcarcely true— 
„Men had no money that was falſe he knew. 

Yet as we half believe what moſt we fear, 
Still to a remedy he lent his car. 
But gueſs what certainty diſſolv d his doubt, 
When thus the Stateſman let the ſecret out: 
« If you'd be wiſe, and raiſe the falling Stocks, * 
« Support for Miniſters myſelf and Fox.“ 
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ON THE LATE RAGE FOR SUBSCRIBING 


10 


NAVIGATION PROJECTS. 


A WISE, nay ſacred Author ſaid, 
„Upon the waters caſt your bread, 

“ And, if you've faith, you'll find it true, 
That every loaf will bring you two.” 


Th' attentive group, with eager haſte, 
Strive who ſhall firſt commit the waſte ; 
« For,” ſays old John, with looks profound, 


« We ſpeculate on ſcripture ground.” 


Jeſſop, who knew the ſubje& beſt, 
Admitted what would pleaſe the reſt ; 
But (turn'd to Stavely) ſlily ſays, 
The words are “ After many days.” 
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THE INTRODUCTION 


A POETICAL CORRESPONDENCE 


WITH A LADY. 


FRIEND of my ſoul, too willing I obey, 
Whilſt your indulgence vindicates the lay, 
Fearleſs of Critic frowns, unknown to Fame, 
Your partial ſmile ſecures my nobleſt aim. 
But ah, what clue ſhall lead my vagrant feet, 
Untaught to trace the Mufe's wild retreat? 
"Whilſt o'er the heath ſhe glides to verdant plain,s 
The wild thyme ſcarce her veſtiges retains; 
But as the herbs receive her lightſome feet, 
They yield the homage of each native ſweet. 
Oft on the bank of ſome ſequeſter d ſtream 
Her playful genius forms the airy dream : 
Quick to. her wild enraptured thought appear, 


Scenes of paſt times, to memory ever dear ; 


Far diſtant realms her wand'ring fancy views, 


And ages paſt are preſent to the Muſe. 
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Sometimes ſhe loves to haunt the highland glen, 
Far from the follies and the paths of men, 
Where Nature, filent, awful, and alone, 
On the majeſtic mountain ſets her throne; 
Whilſt guſhing bourns the deſert rock diſtills, 
And at her feet unite a thouſand rills. 
Here ſimpleſt ſwains her influence has taught, 
From their own ſcenes to catch poetic thought. 

Let the learn'd drudge exert his mental might, 
Correct tho' dull, and ſtudiouſly polite, 
Affected as the Town, for whom he toils, 
His ſimiles as tortur d as their ſmiles. 
Whilſt Burns with native energy alone 
Breathes from the foul in raptures all his own; 
Like the huge rocks which mark his native land, 
Rough and uncultur' d, digmfied and grand: 
His milder beauties like the fringing wood 
Spontaneous crowding round the ample flood. 
From barren objects oft his verſe is grown, 
Like the green fir which graſps the naked ſtone. 
Unknown awhile his early fancy play'd, 
Like lovely ftreams which wanton in the ſhade ; 
And as the mountains oft thoſe ſtreams conceal, 
Whilft through the vales in ſecret tracks they ſteal, 
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Chill want and penury his fame ſuppreſs d, 


And untaught hinds alone his worth confeſs'd : 


But as thoſe lovely ſtreams emerge again, 
And at a diſtance fertilize the plain, 
So did his bold unconquer d genius riſe, 


And ſeiz' d from meaner Bards the myrtle prize. 


Alas! poor Buxxs! how little now avails 
That every Muſe thy early fate bewails ? 


With Alan and the Bards in unknown cells 


Beyond the hills thy baniſh'd ſpirit dwells. 


But let thy face its wonted ardour wear, 


When in the clouds we view its form of air.” 


But ah! thy ſpirit was not form d to ſmile, 


When hell-born ills attack this fickle Iſle. 
When Honour quits the baſe ignoble race, 
And Trade exulting takes her vacant place, 
When clam'rous Faction calls for idle Peace, 
Whilſt ſcoffs of infult and contempt increaſe. 
Arm, arm, ye Brave, and let the — Foe 
Know Britain rous d ſhall ſtrike a dreadful blow. 
Let England's martial Vouth the ſabre wield, 
"Tis then ye conquer, when ye ſcorn to yield. 
Let bright examples rouſe the ſacred flame, 


And ſnatch from blood-ſtain'd France her boaſted fame. 


6 
Baniſh the wiſh of paltry wealth awhile, 
And ſpurn inglorious Trade, till Vi&'ry ſmile. 
Then ſhall the baſe fantaſtic ſtandard fall, 
And Britain dictate to the proſtrate Gaul. 
Then Trade with credit may her arts reſume, 
And Work ſecure her old unrivall'd loom. 
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